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close to Kazanska district centre, and was worn out and
ill-tempered. After resting for half an hour, he sat down at
the table and began to eat as Ilinichna had never seen him
eat before In all their life together. He threw a good half-
bucketful of thin cabbage soup down his throat, then fell
upon some millet porridge. Ilinichna clapped her hands in,
astonishment.
" Lord, the way you're eating, Prokoffich ! I'd say you'd
had nothing to eat for three days ! "
" Well, and do you think I have, you old fool ? It's
exactly three days since I last had a bite between my
teeth."
" Why, don't they feed you in the army, then ? "
" May the devils feed them like it! " Pantaleimon
answered, purring like a cat, his mouth crammed to the
lips. " Whatever you can get hold of, you guzzle ; but I
haven't learnt to steal yet. That's all very well for the
youngsters, they've got no conscience. Through this
accursed war they've got their hands so used to filching that
I was aghast; but at last I got over it. They pinch every-
thing they see, and drag it off. . . . It's not war, but a
scourge of God ! "
" You'd better not eat your fill at one go. Something
might happen to you,* Look how you've swollen up, just like
a spider."
(f Hold your tongue ! Bring me some milk, and some more
bread."
Ilinichna burst into tears as she watched her famished
husband.
" Are you back for good ? " she asked when at length he
leaned back from his plate.                     *
" We'll see . . ." he answered evasively.
" I suppose they've let you old men go home ? "
" They haven't let anybody go home. How can they,
when the Reds are pushing towards the Don ? I just cleared
out."
" But won't you have to answer for it ? " Ilinichna asked
fearfully.
" If they catch me I may have to."
** Why, are you going to bury yourself then ? "
" And were you thinking I'd go visiting friends or seeing
the sights ? Pah, you stupid blockhead J " Pantaleimon